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	Dear Diary

Dear Diary,

Today is the most important day for a prince like myself. Today my family is holding a ball to choose a lovely maiden so I should ask her hand in marriage. I'm neither eager nor fond of this event, but I suppose it is what must be done. In all honesty I have been dreading this day's arrival. I have only just become an adult and want some time to myself I suppose, or I just don't want to be with a woman.

On the bright side, we hired a new chef so the food will not be so bad I suppose, although I still have yet to meet the new cook. I hope he or she is much better at cooking than the previous one. Today my designer has told me that the chef is cooking mostly seafood, my favorite, but will have a small variety in case some cannot have seafood, whatever their reasons may be. Like I said before I have yet to meet the new chef so I hope he does not ruin the great potential of the underwater delicacies.

I must go and put on my costume for the event, it is a great salmon suit to match the "Under the Sea" theme, with gold trimming and buttons. It is quite beautiful, but it is such a tragedy that I should not be happy while wearing the beautiful work of art. Also my father is shouting at me for being quite lady like with a diary for a man should not have to write problems according to my father and grandfather. I will hide somewhere, hopefully the kitchen will do.

Sincerely,

Charlie Ellington

Chapter One

"Hello sir, ready to try on your outfit?"

The lady was so nice, but I had no intentions of marrying anyone. The women here always seemed to try to impress me with money or their figures. That is not what I wanted in a person especially one I would live with for the rest of my life. I wanted to be with someone who was good at heart.

"Yes I suppose, as ready as I will ever be."

"Something seems to be troubling you sir." She said calmly.

"Well…you see. I am not attracted to females." I say hesitantly. Should I have kept quiet? I have been since the time I discovered I was this way. I hope I made the right choice.

"Oh." She says almost sounding disappointed.

"That is quite a burden on the day considering the whole day-"

"Is to find you a wife…" Her face is an expression that I wouldn't want to see on anyone. So I look to the ground.

"So you mean we made all those invites for nothing?"

I looked up at her. She had a wrinkled face, with permanent lines everywhere. Her lips slightly chapped, but she noticed since they were glossy. Her eyes, were a gentle brown. Behind her milky, pale, old skin, were beautiful eyes. Her complaint was confusing me. That was the last comment I had expected to hear, but it helped. Quite giggles arise inside me and spill out of my mouth. Soon she was chuckling and we ended up laughing together.

"It's too bad. Father will not be pleased once he hears it. And definitely not because of the waste of money. But because of the waste of a son." I mumble returning to looking at me dress shoes.

"Whelp! Looks like you're ready to go Mr. Waste!"

I smile again at her remark. I had never seen her like this before.

"Why are you acting so fondly about this subject towards me?" I ask, genuinely curious.

She looks me in the eyes and smiles softly. "If you live through the night Mr. Waste, I'll tell you. Now get out there and have fun. 'Get down', do whatever you kids do these days."

Her kind words helped a lot and it lifted my mood plentifully. I hope there were some cute guys that would show up. It isn't likely though. Thinking about it again, I get stressed about how I will tell my parents. I head to the kitchen to get a drink or snack. Preferably some red wine and chocolate.

"Oh right, there is a new chef." I say under my breath. I was now excited, probably the first and last time of the night.


End file.
